- Vendors pay 50 cents 





Page 2 


Alberta Street News is an independent publi- 
cation produced by volunteers and sold by ven- 
dors on the street. ; 


Managing Editor: Linda Dumont 
* Assistant Editor: Allan Sheppard 
ie Design and Iayout: Theresa McBryan 
: "Ads: John Grundy ~ 587-709-0360 


* _ Writers: Allan Sheppard, Eric Rice, 
~ Timothy Wild, Rory Gaudon, Linda 
- Dumont, Johnny Lee, John Zapantis, 
~ Harvey Laderoute, Sharon Austin, Maria 
..B. Andie W.L., Robert Champion, Judy 
Brown, Jim Gurnett, Sharon Spencer, 
Angelique Branston, 


Photographers: Linda Dumont, John 
” Zapantis, Allan Sheppard, John Gulak 


The deadline for advertisements and 
submissions for the next issue is 
September 15 th. 


' E) Phone: 780-428-0805 


Email:dumontlc@hotmail.com 
Address: 

_ 9533-106A Avenue 
Edmonton, Alberta 
T5H OS9 


We acknowledge the financial 
support of the Government of Canada 
through the Canada Periodical Fund of the 
Department of Canadian Heritage. 


Alberta Street News is a Hemi of the 
North American Street Newspaper 
Association. 





The views presented in this 


mena 


publication are those of the writers. _ 


A;lberta Street News 


Editorial 


There is no place for secrecy in the justice system 


Almost 90 years ago, a British judge laid 
out in plain language a basic principle of 
British common law, which is the basis of 
our Canadian justice system outside Quebec: 
“'.. tis not merely of some importance but is 
of fundamental importance, that justice 
should not only be done, but should mani- 
festly and undoubtedly be seen to be done.” 
(Emphasis added: tinyurl.com/n39dnyx) 

We believe Canadians and Albertans 
respect that principle as a pillar of our justice 
system. It’s surely the main reason why we do 
not have secret trials in 
Canada and why 
Canadians would object 
strongly, if a government 
would use them, for any 
reason. 

But our justice sys- 
tem is not free of secret 
proceedings. Trials may 
always be held in open 
court, but decisions on 
whether to take cases 
and individuals to trial 
are universally investi- 
gated, examined and 
made behind closed 
doors. Decisions to lay 
charges result in open trials. Decisions not to 
lay charges are often announced with little or 
no explanation, beyond a statement that there 
is insufficient evidence or no reasonable 
prospect for a conviction. 

Once a decision is announced, interested 
parties and the media are generally denied 
access to supporting facts and evidence. 
Justice may or may not be done in such cir- 
cumstances; in no way can we say that it 
has manifestly and undoubtedly been seen to 
be done. 

There are arguments for secrecy in the 
process for laying or dropping charges—we 
do not want cases to be prejudged or com- ° 
promised before they go to court—but the 
practice, necessary as it may be, is open to 
abuse, especially in incidents involving death 
or serious injury caused by police while on 
duty. 

In Alberta, such incidents are investigat- 
ed by the Alberta Serious Incident Response 
Team (ASIRT), an independent body with 
civilian and police members. ASIRT recom- 
mends laying or dropping of charges against 
officers. Other provinces have similar bodies. 
The record for laying charges by ASIRT and 
the others is worrisome. They almost never 
recommend laying charges and seldom 
explain. 

Police on duty are not ordinary citizens. 
They face serious injury or death as a matter 
of course: just eight years ago four RCMP 
were killed by a lone gunman near 
Mayerthorpe, Alberta. 

Police are also armed, trained and 
authorized to use lethal force to defend 
themselves and others against serious 
threats. We accept that licence as the price 
we pay for security provided by police and 
the risks they sometimes take. 


What we must not accept is the 
notion that, because police face 
danger, and because they are 
trained and authorized to 
commit violent acts for their 
and our protection, every 
violence they commit is 
justified or appropriate 


What we must not accept is the notion 
that, because police face danger, and 
because they are trained and authorized to 
commit violent acts for their and our protec- 
tion, every violence they commit is justified 
or appropriate. We cannot be so naive. 

This issue has been raised by three 
recent incidents in Alberta in which two men 
died (one by gunshot, in Ma-Me-O Beach; 
one apparently by taser in Leduc); two 
received non-fatal but serious multiple gun- 
shot wounds (one in Ma-Me-O Beach, one 
near Grande Cache); 
and three were trauma- 
tized by threats of gun- 
fire and by watching 
one relative killed and 
another wounded 
(again near Ma-Me-O 
Beach). 

The police officers 
involved were all 
RCMP. Six of the seven 
men involved were 
Aboriginal; the seventh 
(tasered in Leduc) had 
not been identified at 
the time of writing, so 
his ethnicity is not yet 
known. 

Muriel Stanley Venne, Lewis Cardinal 
and other members of the Aboriginal 
Commission on Human Rights & Justice and 
of the Aboriginal community have asked why 
so many, possibly all, of the victims were 
Aboriginal. Their questions are inconvenient, 
but they are natural and necessary. 

It is common knowledge, supported by 
statistics, that Aboriginal men, women and 
youths are charged and imprisoned in 
Canada and the provinces in numbers that 
are dramatically out of proportion to their _ 
numbers in the population. Aboriginal and 
non-Aboriginal advocates believe there is sys- 
temic bias against Aboriginals. They now ask 
whether there is bias in policing. 

We do not want to prejudge outcomes, 
but we suspect that, on the basis of past 
performance, ASIRT will absolve the officers 
involved in all three cases. Justice may be 
done, but we and Aboriginal Albertans will 
never be convinced of that, as long as the 
decisions are made—as they will be—in 
secret. 

Something has to change in the way we 
deal with serious incidents involving police 
on duty. We could start with an inquiry simi- 
lar to the one conducted by The Honourable 
Frank Iacobucci into First Nations 
Representation on Ontario Juries, which 
found almost no representation and recom- ~ 
mended steps to correct that deficiency. 

And we could do with greater Aboriginal 
representation on ASIRT and among Crown 
prosecutors. SoS 

Those are short-term responses; in the 
longer term we need to minimize secrecy in 
the justice process. 
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The politics of shaming and blaming the Aboriginal victim 


These are the best of times and the worst of 
times for 
First Nations/Indigenous/Aboriginal 
Canadians. 

These are the best of times because there 
is now a generation of smart, dedicated, 
assertive and media-savvy leaders and 
emerging leaders who advocate resolutely 
and effectively for indigenous treaty, land, 
traditional and human rights. Those rights 
have been compromised and denied for more 
than a century by successive federal govern- 
ments, with encouragement and connivance 
of provincial governments, corporate interests 
and individual Canadians. They must be 
defended. 

These are the worst of times because 
indigenous artists, professionals, entrepre- 
neurs, politicians and community leaders, 
though gifted, face an implacable federal gov- 
ernment that sees indigenous rights as 
inconvenient impediments to wholesale, 
largely uncontrolled, resource development 
as the path to economic growth. 

The government of Prime Minister 
Stephen Harper unblushingly pursues its 
nakedly partisan goals and policies using 
and encouraging strategies, tactics and rhet- 
oric that foment biases and prejudices 
among so-called “mainstream” Canadians. 
They seem to have been successful: 

“...only 27 per cent of Canadians believe 
that federal money spent on reserves is man- 
aged well by native leaders and communities. 
As well, 60 per cent think that most of native 
peoples’ problems are brought upon by them- 


selves.” (The Globe and Mail, Jan. 16, 2013, 
Canadians' attitudes hardening on aboriginal 
issues: new poll: tinyurl.com/kpfmj4v) 

Compare those numbers to the Harper 
Conservatives’ portion of the popular vote in 
the 2011 election (39.2 per cent) to realize 
how successfully federal strategy has turned 
public opinion against indigenous rights— 
and how that success has cut across parti- 
san lines. It shows how far indigenous lead- 
ers have to go—and how hard they will have 
to fight—to be successful in their own behalf. 

The Harper Conservatives beat the drum 
of personal responsibility as a moral, social 
and economic imperative and a rhetorical 
weapon. They back that up with legislation 
that imposes a narrow, ideological under- 
standing of personal responsibility on indige- 
nous people and communities. They put 
indigenous Canadians (and many of the rest 
of us) in a double bind, imposing onerous 
personal and community burdens of respon- 
sibility, while taking away economic and 
social means and capacity to carry them. 

It’s a heartless application of the late 
Margaret Thatcher’s mantra: “...there is no 
such thing as society. There are individual 
men and women, and there are families...and 
people must look to themselves first.” 
(en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Margaret_Thatcher) 

Thatcher softened that hard line, adding: 
“It's our duty to look after ourselves and 
then, also to look after our neighbour.” That 
society and social structures are tools for 
looking after one’s neighbour was not part of 
Thatcher’s ideology, but at least she 
acknowledged a responsibility beyond oneself 


and one’s own. 

Not so the Harper Conservatives. They 
seem reluctant to concede even that limited 
notion of community. They do not acknowl- 
edge that there are other players in what 
must be recognized as society: government 
(the role of which, admittedly, Thatcher and 
her acolytes sought and seek to diminish); 
civil society (religious and secular institu- 
tions and organizations, some of which, such 
as unions, they want to eliminate); public 
institutions and organizations (including the 
military and law enforcement, which they 
generally seek to empower); and corporations 
(which have the will, skills and money to 
influence institutions, organizations and, 
sadly, governments). 

These powerful players can and do limit, 
control and pre-empt the capacity and oppor- 
tunities of individuals, especially indigenous 
individuals, to exercise personal responsibili- 
ty. Yet they and their media and professional 
enablers deny such effects or, when forced to 
acknowledge them, insist that they are nor- 
mal and desirable in a functional economy; 
“the economy” (or “the market”) being their 
preferred, more controllable and predictable, 
alternative to “society” and “community.” 

Which brings me to the first example in 
what I hope will be a modest series of com- 
ments on the way perverted notions of per- 
sonal responsibility pollute public discussion 
and understanding of the rights of indige- 
nous and other Canadians: the sad story of a 
Brian Sinclair. Below. 


By Allan Sheppard 


Brian Sinclair — dead while waiting for treatment 


Recent CBC and Edmonton Journal 
online coverage (Winnipeg ER death a failure 
'at all levels,’ inquest told,’ Aug 6, 2013; 
tinyurl.com /lwbv234,; Medical examiner says 
Winnipeg man dead for hours before discov- 
ered in hospital, Aug 6, 2013; 
tinyurl.com/1k2xzya) of an inquest into his 
death in September 2008, reports Sinclair 
was Aboriginal and homeless. He suffered 
from the effects of prolonged substance 
abuse and other trials that left him a double 
amputee with physical and cognitive impair- 
ments. 

Sinclair went to the emergency room at 
Winnipeg’s Health Sciences Centre for treat- 
ment of what an autopsy later revealed was a 
readily treatable bladder infection. After 
reporting to a triage nurse, Sinclair was sent 
to a waiting room, then forgotten. T hirty-four 
hours later, after being alerted by another 
patient in the waiting room, hospital staff 
found Sinclair dead. The medical examiner 
concluded Sinclair had died several hours 
before he was discovered. 

That Sinclair was forgotten, neglected or 
ignored for so long, and that it took five years 
for an inquest is inexcusable. The hospital’s 
lawyer, William Olsen, conceded: "The 
[Winnipeg Regional Health Authority] failed 
him...at all levels of the organization." (CBC 
link above.) We cannot know how much of 
that admission was sincere, how much 
strategic. That does not matter: Sinclair 
sought help. He had a right to be treated. He 
was not treated, and he died. The hospital 
was at fault. Sinclair was not. Olsen admit- 
ted that and explained how WRHA has taken 
steps to prevent future breakdowns. Surely 
that would be the least that could be done. 

But according to neuro-pathologist Dr. 
Marc Del Bigio, who examined Sinclair’s 
brain, we should do more: we should blame 
Sinclair for his own death. Writing in the 
Winnipeg Sun (Brian Sinclair's solvent abuse 
blamed for ER death, August 8, 2013; 


tinyurl.com/kofrxoq), reporter Tom Brodbeck 
summarizes Del Bigio’s inquest testimony 
and quotes from an e-mail Del Bigio sent to 
the medical examiner who looked into 
Sinclair’s death: 

“Brian Sinclair may not have received the 
medical care he required the day he died 
waiting for treatment...But society shouldn’t 
lose sight of the fact Sinclair was the author 
of his own misfortune due to years of solvent 
abuse... 

“We should not lose sight of the fact that 
this man’s problem’s (sic) were self-inflicted,” 
wrote Del Bigio in his June 16, 2009 email.’ 
His cognitive disability and neurogenic blad- 
der were the consequence of decades of sol- 
vent/inhalant abuse.” 

“Del Bigio said societal blame ‘can only go 
so far.” 

This appalling lack of social awareness 
overlooks—more than that, it implicitly (and 
almost explicitly) denies—what must be the 
foundation principle of medical practice and 
health care delivery in Canada: we are all 
equal when we seek treatment in a Canadian 
hospital. 



















The 2013 Sisters in Spirit Vigil 


Stolen Sisters Awareness Walk to remember and 
honour murdered and missing Aboriginal women in 
Canada will be held on Sunday, October 6 at City Hall, 
from 1 to 6 p.m. Time and location subject to change. 
See Facebook event page and October 2013 ASN for 

confirmation and information. 


Triage specialists can and do rank the 
urgency of presenting patients according to 
objective criteria, experience and judgement. 
In extreme situations triage may involve criti- 
cal life-and-death choices and decisions, 
often considering relative likelihood of suc- 
cess. That was not the case with Brian 
Sinclair: he was not left aside to die because 
successive, more urgent cases intervened. He 
was, as the WHSA seems to have admitted 
for reasons that may (or may not) include 
assumptions about who and what he was, 
rather than what he should be treated for 
and how. 

That is for the inquest to decide. Dr. Del 
Bigio’s opinions are not medical. They are 
political, and it is as political ideas that we 
must discuss them; that’s why I began this 
comment with a critique of Prime Minister 
Harper, his Conservative government and 
their enablers, of which Del Bigio is a mem- 
ber in good standing, whether he intends 
that or not. And that is why I will continue to 
ask questions of and point rhetorical fingers 
at them in the next few issues of ASN. 

By Allan Sheppard 
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Ten Years on the Street 
Looking back to 2009 and 2010 


January, 2009 
Book Review by Jim Gurnett 
In the Realm of Hungry Ghosts 


“In the Realm of Hungry Ghosts” (Knopf 
Canada) is a book best read in small bits, 
with time for reflection. It is uncomfortable 
and demanding, and challenges many of the 
dominant ideas that let us hold tidy lives 
together, seeing others as having problems 
and ourselves as alright....the most impor- 
tant thing he does is to invite readers to 
understand the only story any of us can ever 
deal with is our own, the only change we can 
ever make is with ourselves." 





March, 2009 
Article by Allan Sheppard 
New game in town: Whack-a- 
Panhandler 


The beauty of Whack-a-Panhandler is that 
you can play the game using a variety of 
strategies...One strategy involves giving 
money... Call this whacking a panhandler 
with generosity. Another strategy involves 
saying no (with or without verbal enhance- 
ments) to all panhandling requests. A third 
strategy involves calling on police... A fourth 
strategy focuses not on the panhandler but 
on the panhandlee... Whack the panhandlee 
with a fine or by shaming, and you discour- 
age such morally hazardous behaviour... 
Such strategies have at least two things in 
common. They look like they might work. 
And experience and history show that, 
undertake individually or together, they will 
fail. The reason is clear: they treat panhan- 
dling as the problem and suppression of pan- 
handling by whatever means available as the 
solution to the problem. Start with the 
basics: panhandling, like many other social 
nuisances in our community is not the prob- 
lem; it is the symptom of a far greater social 
problem that all the whack-a-panhandler 
strategies we can come up with will never 
solve. 


April, 2009 
Excerpt from Mama's Little Chickens 


That summer was engraved in my memory as 
perfect, but there must always be one or two 
flies in the ointment. My mother’s vast bone 
of contention was my father’s serious finan- 
cial miscalculation in his haste to get us to 
Quebec. He had no money to feed us. Since 
this was a matter of household and did not 
fall under his jurisdiction, it would fall to 
Mama to rectify the situation and feed us. 





And Mama, being who she was, soon rose to 
the challenge. She was a woman with a plan, 
and she always believed in the power of chil- 
dren to do more than they knew they were 
capable of. Gently she would awake us before 
dawn and send us out to go through the 
garbage of others, looking for pop bottles, 
whose value would provide supper that night. 
She would watch us shrewdly and silently, 
calculating that 30 cents would buy a dozen 
cow-corn, and feed us for another day and all 
would be well. 


June, 2009 
Interview with ESN and workers at 
Urban Manor, a home for men 
ESN: 


Some people reading this might say what 
you're doing is futile. It’s a hopeless situa- 
tion. Why bother? Why do this? Why should 
the government spend money on men who 
may be beyond rescuing?LN: They still mat- 
ter. Every single fellow here has had some- 
thing horrific happen to him. A death in the 
family that they couldn’t deal with. Sexual 
abuse. We hear some sad stories here. 
Unfortunately, turning to drugs and alcohol 
was their escape. Then their addictions 
became larger than them, and they couldn’t 
cope.We’ve got fellows in here that have tried 
over and over again to get clean. But some- 
thing will happen. They have very low coping 
skills. Something that you or I may not think 
is a big deal, to them is overwhelming. And 
the only escape they know is in a bottle. MD: 
None of these guys, in their high school year- 
book said, “I want to live in a homeless shel- 
ter when I’m 40.” They all had dreams. They 
all had aspirations. They’re incredible people 
with incredible stories. They’ve had incredible 
lives. They are valuable human beings. Just 
because they made some wrong decisions or 
life has thrown them situations that they 
couldn’t deal with doesn’t mean that they’re 
not worthy. They’re more worthy. These are 
people that need to be cared for. The way we 
treat them speaks of what kind of society we 
are. 

LN: Each of us is just one wrong turn away 
from ending up like these guys 


Angelique 
sje-Vel-}coyel 





July, 2009 
Poetry by Angelique Branston 
Darkness 


Drowning in a shroud of darkness. 
Consuming my soul, clouding my vision, 
Wrenching the life out of me 

Quelling the light. 

Darkness looms over me, 

Palpable, 

Living,crushing my will. 


Strive in vain to see the light, 

but always you are there 

to blind me once more 

smother me in your darkness. 

My soul dies. 

I see your eyes flashing in the night. 

Your mouth twists in a leer, 

Your voice whispers in my ear, 

I can not fight you anymore 

Tears never to be shed glimmer in my eyes. 
My world is shattered, and I am yours once 
more. 


August, 2009 
Letter to the Editor 
Dear Editors, 


As usual, I was not disappointed when I 
bought the Edmonton Street News (Volume 6 
Issue 7). I was especially moved by Allan 
Sheppard's "The good old NIMBY game" and 
Jim Gurnett's "Provincial government indif- 
ference threatens thousands of renters." 

On Monday, July 6, I spent six hours city 
council chambers at public hearings in 
which the "developer" of a high-rise condo 
building, The Tango, on Jasper Ave and 83 
St, sought amendments to the recently 
adopted Stadium Station Area 
Redevelopment Plan and to the Area 
Redevelopment Plan to permit him to 
increase the height of the building from 45 m 
to 90 m (from 12 storeys to 29 storeys) and a 
density and floor area ratio from 3.0 to 8.3 to 
have 95 units. 

Why did I care? Because I consider the 
two square blocks - bordered by Jasper Ave, 
82 St, 84 St, and the LRT tracks at Stadium 
Station - where I have lived for 12 years - my 
community. In the last few years, three 
walkups have been converted to condos as 
well as a 7-floor apartment building on 
Jasper and 83 St. The condos in this last 
building haven't sold. It was a great loss to 
the handicapped persons who seemed happy 
to live there and had to move out. 


September, 2009 
Article by Linda Dumont 


For Leonard Martial his birthday this 
year was extra special because the birthday 
celebration with family and friends, July 26 
at Boyle Street Community Services Co-op 
was also the first anniversary of his sobriety. 
At the celebration, he was awarded an eagle 
feather in recognition of his achievement in 
staying sober for the past year.“That was a 
first for the co-op,” Martial said proudly, 
“This might set a precedent for others to fol- 
low.” For Martial the hardest part of staying 
sober is seeing his old drinking friends, and 
he admits that he still likes the taste of alco- 
hol, just not what it does to him when he 
drinks. He started drinking at the age of nine 
when he saw his elder brothers drinking, and 
he wanted to try it out. Drinking led to 
homelessness and being incarcerated (“I lost 
count of how many times after the first one,” 
he said). To get his life back on track, Martial 
spent two months at Gunn Centre, a residen- 
tial program for treatment of addictions at 
Gunn, Alberta, and he was able to use their 
resources for a starting ground to access 
other resources when he left the centre.After 
experiencing frequent bouts of homelessness 
over the past 20 years, Martial now has a 
one-bedroom apartment in Abottsfield that 
he shares with his cat and the co-op cat that 
he baby-sits on weekends. He does volunteer 
work for the co-op where he talks to others 
who are still drinking, and to top up his 
income from medical welfare he sells — 
Edmonton Street News. 
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Len Martial - 

his family shares sobriety 

My name Leonard and I am former street 
person who lived on the street for many 
years doing all kinds of drugs and drinking. I 
didn’t care if I stole from my friends. All I 
needed was that first fix or drink. I did every- 
thing in my power to get what I wanted. Now 
I am still sober after 17 months and all my » 
brothers are also on the right track. We all 
help each other when the time comes.Being 


the youngest in family I was the one who had 


a hard time with this sobriety thing until my 
older brother Walter quit and after a while 
watching him I wanted to be there, too, so I 
went for it. It has shown me that when my 








family is involved get much strength from 


their caring and love. All off us three broth- 
ers are sober now, one less then a year the 
other over four years. All it took was one 
brother to get the ball rolling. I just wanted 
to let people, who are still struggling to stay 
sober, know you can find someone you 
believe in and ask how he or she stayed 
sober, then take some of their suggestions. 
You never know what will happen. I am 
sober just for today because of the love my 
brothers and friends, also my sister who is 
like my mom. May the creator be with you 
and the red road get easier to travel. My 
whole life has been a roller coaster but when 
it came down to living or dying I chose life. 
These pictures represent my outlook on life. 
Photo and story by Lenoose Martial 
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EVA, CALVIN AND SHAROL Photo by Allan Sheppard 


March 2010 
Poetry by Tammy Cao 
Without 


We sleep in your abandoned houses,without 
sheets, 

We eat your abandoned food,without taste, 
We drink your abandoned water,without 
heat, 

We live in your waste 

Without love. 

We lie beaten in your streets,without cures, 
We beg for food, without homes, 

We look at your stocks without wealth, 

We are thrown behind bars 

Without justice 

We catch your diseases without cures, 

We fall in your alleys without health, 

We fight your barriers without help, 

We die forgotten 

Without strength. 


April 2010 
Eva Redekkopp's story 

I've always had a heart for people in need 
and people that (How would I say?) society is 
rejecting. I grew up in a very poor family, 
and I know what it is to struggle for a meal. I 
had two nephews who lived on the street 
here. It was a very, very rough life. It took 
me two years to help them come off the 
street.I've always loved this area of the city. I 
just love these people here, and that's what 
motivates me to come. If I don't come for a 
while, I really miss the people. So for me it's 
like I can feel where some of them are at. I 
haven't lived a life of being on drugs, but I 
know what it is to go without things and to 
not feel like you're being cared for. For 
methat's important, to be able to share love 
and provide food and clothing. That's my 
motive for being here.Some people, if you 
hug them, they just don't let you go. They 
haven't been hugged for a long time. Some of 
them have so muchrejection in their life, and 
you just want to do whatever you can to help 
them get better. Even one person is worth it. 





February 2010 
Remembering Paul and what he 
taught me by Terry Kettleson 


Paul Edward DelverFeb. 2, 1966 to 
December 26, 2009Paul taught me about 
‘walking a mile in his moccasins’, ‘Indian 
time’, spirituality, and the Creator, and so 
much more. | finally understood why he and 
Chino always told me to listen and be 
patient. I wanted them in a house, they did- 
n’t. I wasn’t listening to them, and I certainly 
lost my patience with them many times. 
Paul was the one who taught me about each 
person’s quality of life and what I could do. 
He told me that I increased his quality of life 
by walking with him and listening. He told 
me I would be able to increase everyone’s 
quality of life if I listened to what they were 
really talking about and shared in a conver- 
sation rather than asking questions and 
waiting for answers. Paul said, “You’ve got 
the opportunity to help — don’t be like very 
other worker — go to people and let them talk 
When I heard that Paul passed away, I had 
no emotion. I was numb. Actually, I still am. 
I keep asking the Creator why He took Paul 
so soon and I was selfish because I wasmad 
that I only had a little time with Paul. I’ve 
‘walked in Paul’s moccasins’ and I know that 
he would be grateful for the time we had and 
not the amount and he would let me know 
that he was ready to join the Creator.Good- 
bye my dear friend. 


Way of the Cross 


May 2010 - 
Health for All 
Station Five -in front of the Boyle McCauley 
Health Centre 
By Bob McKeon, Social Justice, Edmonton 
Roman Catholic Archdiocese 

In inner city Edmonton many struggle 
with illness and basic health challenges. 
Being homeless, having inadequate 
food,being too poor to pay for the basics 
means every day can be a difficult struggle. 
Living addicted to drugs and alcohol can 
have serious health consequences. The vio- 
lence of the street and the wider society 
presents a threat to life. The ever changing 
decisions and commitments of government 
with respect to priorities and funding for 
basic social services andhealth care can cre- 
ate serious gaps where poor women, men, 
and children often pay the highest price in 
terms of their physical and mental 
health.Thirty years ago, a group of neigh- 
bourhood residents, social agency workers, 
health care professionals and government 
partnersstarted meeting together on this 
street with a bold hope that accessible high- 
quality health care could become available 
for all in Edmonton’s inner city neighbour- 
hoods, regardless of income or heath status. 
These early meetings led to the creation of 
the Boyle-McCauley Health Centre. Over the 
years, this Health Centre has contributed 
much to support many in their struggles 
towards greater healing and health in inner 
city Edmonton....Let us be bold in our hope. 
Let us all commit to become healers. The 
dedicated staff, volunteers and supporters of 
the Boyle McCauley Health Centre have pro- 
vided a wonderful model of what it means to 
be a healer in today’s world. 


more on page 10 
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The time was | p.m. when the group gathered 
around their King for more of the learning session. As 
the Great Gaugnome walked to the podium pride in 
each stride, wondering who would ask the next ques- 
tion. He always had to think quickly to give them an 
honest explanation. Patiently Oprahette raised her hand, 
politely asking the King, "Could you please tell me if it 
is time to learn more about the Grand Canadian Land?" 

"Yes," said Roar Gnomian, Oprah you are very 
beautiful and easy to understand. With your lovely 
brown eyes, I know you enjoy nature's scenery and are 
constantly admiring the clouds in the skies." She 
smiled saying, "I am glad you do not speak in a rush. " 
The other dwarves began to giggle; politely the King 
asked them to hush. Then said, "Oprah you are a real 
leader, in your lifetime you will become a great achiev- 
che 

As the group settled down Roar looked all around. 
Then spoke both clearly and effectively, "Now it is 
time to continue on with more rhyme on our subject 
called geography. The twenty-second fact about our 
country is the waterway called the Saint Lawrence 
River. I personally know every one that listens 
becomes clever. Our Saint Lawrence River is fresh 
water that flows from the five great lakes into the 
Atlantic Ocean." The King pointed to Jacque Gnomian, 
asking him a question, "What is, the twenty-third fact 
and that province's name?" The French Gnome stood 
up tall saying, "I like this question game." Then, point- 
ed to its land east also mentioning his meal was a fine 
feast. "My answer is Quebec." Roar Gnomian responded 
praising Jacque for answering correct, as he rubbed the 
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back of his neck. 

"Now I have a question for you Manonette. Could you 
please name our twenty-fourth fact, the province of 
Quebec's capital city?" Manonette was very pretty and 
extremely witty. She secretly loved hockey it was her 
favorite game. She was determined to play it to win her 
some fame. She answered, "It has the same name as the 
province. All French and English dwarves will now 
know it's called Quebec City." Roar replied, "My friend 
your right to my delight. Manonette you're truly 
bright." 

Suddenly Theo Gnomian looked at the map closely. 
He was getting excited and wanted to confirm his find 
curiously. He spoke loudly asking, "Is the province of 
Quebec on both sides of the Saint Lawrence River?" 
"Yes," said the dwarfs' leader. "Theo your find was 
clever, in the future you're going to be a real achiever . 
Now it is time to learn more information about our 
Canadian Nation. As you all can see I am still pointing 
on the map in the direction east. After my lecture I 
want every Gnomette and Gnome to go directly home. 
Then study these facts before supper; another fine 
feast." 

"Our twenty-fifth fact is the province called New 
Brunswick. Please name the twenty-sixth fact, 
Paulette." Her intelligence to the Great Gaugnome was 
no secret. She was usually accurate and correct. She 
replied, "The capital city in the province of New 
Brunswick is called Fredericton." Roar replied, "That 
was a fantastic explanation. Paulaette you are a won- 
derful Gnomette, like your friend Sherryette and both 
very pretty. That was an amazing answer mentioning 
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Edmonton Community Groups that serve meals 






Bissell Centre 780-424-3544 
10527-06 Street 780-423-2285 
Inner City Pastoral Ministry 

10827 - 96 Street 

Lunch (sandwiches, fruit, veggies 
and desserts) Sunday noon to f 


Daily except Wednesday 

42:00 to 12:45 p.m. meal 

Closed from the 27th of each 
month to re-open the ist of next month 





St. Peter's Lutheran Church 

9606 ~ 116 Avernie 780-426-1122 
Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday 
7:09 to 9:00 a.m. breakfast 


St. Faith’s Anglican 


p.m. after the church service. The Mustard Seed 44725-93 Street — parish hall 780-477-5934 
Monday to Thursday 10E3E-06 Street 786. 426-5600 Thursday — 12:30 p.m. soup 
10:W am, ~ sandwiches Monday to Friday 7:00 to 8:00 supper Saturday ~ 8:36 to 10:00 a.m. breakfast 
Tuesday and Friday Zero tolerance of alcohol 3rd Friday of the month -7:00 supper 
noon — hot lunch for women 
Friday 9:45 a.m. — sandwiches Operation Friendship Victory Café and Soup Bar 
9526-106 Avenue 780-429-2626 13411- Fort Road 
Christ Church 1216-102 Avenue Monday to Friday 9:00 a.m. breakfast Monday ~ 5:30 to 6:45 meal 
780-488-1118 Monday to Sunday 12:06 noon lunch 5:00 p.m. sup- 
3rd Saturday of the month 5:30 meal per for seniors 55 and over only Edmonton Orthodox Reformed Church 
39-95 Street 11616 ~— 954 St. 
Daily -5:00 p.m. snacks8:00 p.m. meal Red Road Healing Society info: Pete Wright — 479-4860 www.orcurs.org 
4225-118 Avenue 471-3220 Thursdays 6:15 Soup & Study 
Lighthouse Ministries Tuesday and Thursday5:06 p.m. meal 
310-119 Avenue 780-423-1277 or Friday — 12:00 to 1:00 soup and bannock B's Diner 
780. 474-8086 100 Street and Whyte Avenue 
Wednesday and Sunday 1:00 and 7:00 p.m, meal Robertson Wesley United Church Wednesdays 1 to 3 p.m.meals 
40209 — 123 Street 780-432. 1597 
Hope Mission 780-422-2018 Second Saturday of each month $:00 p.m meal Jasper Place Health and 
Daily 7:00 to 7:45 a.m. -breakfast Wellness Centre 
Noon - lunch §:00 to 6:30 p.m. - supper Sai Sadam 15210- Stoney Plain Roadmeals 
9619-101 Avenue upstairs Tuesdays 6 to 7 p.m. 


Ali Saints’ Anglican Cathedral 
10035 — 103 Street 780-428-6323 


Thursday 12:45 p.m. Lunch Salvation Army 


Wednesday — 6:00 p.m. meal 







both the province and its capital city." 

The King continued on with his lecture, realizing his 
friends were learning about the map and visualizing 
Canada as a big picture. "Now as I point east, what is 
the twenty seventh fact; Jake Gnomian, and what 
province is it?" Jake was polite he stood up looking 
exquisite, saying, "It's good to have confidence and not 
be timid. The province is called Nova Scotia, and locat- 
ed on the east coast. I would like to boast. " Roar 
responded, "That's right I know you do your best and 
try. When it's time to answer a question you are not 
shy. Now I have a question for Robinette. Please name 
the twenty-eight fact, Nova Scotia's capital city?" 

Robin was a real sweetie, with her lovely brown eyes 
and beautiful smile. She responded with her soft voice 
in a positive style, using proper pronunciation so the 
whole group could hear her brief conversation. "My 
answer is, the province of Nova Scotia's capital city 
is named Halifax." The King replied, "That was a thor- - 
ough answer, when it's time to learn you are definitely 
not a sad sack." 

"What is the twenty-ninth fact, Wayne Gnomian? By 
the way are you okay? Hey, are you looking in the 
right direction?" 

Wayne said, "Tee! Hee! Hee! Hee! It's me the Gnome, 
who is always working on perfection. I am looking at 
the map right to my delight. The province is called 
Prince Edward Island. This whole province is sur- 
rounded by beautiful blue water that washes up on the 
shores of its many sandy beaches." The King replied. 
Wayne your definition of that province describes an 
Island. An Island is land usually surrounded by crystal 
blue water that glitters in the sun magnificently 
grand. I hope this extra bit of information is easy to 
understand. Wayne your answer was a-okay! Now 
we have learned that P.E.I. also has beautiful beaches 
today." 

"As I continue speaking, I will question some other 
dwarves, to find out if you're still learning. There is — 
a good chance that some of your I.Q.S are already 
advanced. What is the thirtieth fact, the capital city of 
this province? Brendaette you are gorgeous little 
Gnomette?" She answered, "The capital city of this 
province is called Charlottetown." The King was so 
pleased with her answer he cheered jumping up and 
down. The podium even started to shake. Then he 
said, "Now let's take a break. Please hold your bot- 
tles of apple juice up to your lips for a good swig. 
Then put them away so we can have another quick 
jig. 

The group stood up and danced their little hearts 
away on that beautiful, bright sunny day. Fifteen 
minutes later Roar asked them politely to sit down 
to finish his speech. This topic called geography, he 
liked to preach. 

As the audience settled down to listen to more news 
about Canada's land, they were learning fast from 
sharing their knowledge that was easy to understand. 
Roar Gnomian always did admire the little dwarves 
desire to learn wisdom. He considered all the 
Gnomettes and Gnomes his children in their great 
kingdom. Then he pointed northeast on the map, doing 
an eye check on everybody making sure no one was 
having a nap. 

He stated that the province had two separate parts. 
One part is an Island and the other part is on the 
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9620-1014 Avenue 780-442-9222 

7:06 te 9:00 p.m. - lunch 

Monday and Friday 83 Avenue -104 Street {parking 
Marian Centre foth 

10528-98 Street 


Friday 7:30 — 9:30 am., 
Breakfast (November to March) 


group added to this list or if there have been 
changes that should be made to this list. 
Call Linda at 780 4283-00065 
or email dumontic@hotmailcom 


dwarves, so he gave them another explanation: 
"Make a reference to this important part of the 
Canadian nation. This province has two separate 
names and is located in two different positions geo- 


Meals & Food Resources in Caigary graphically. Both places are 


Drop-in Centre 1, 4th Avenue SE Emergency Meals - Youth EXIT Youth Shelter Food Bank located northeastwardly. Now I have a question. 
All clients of The DI may access meal services. 11216 Ave NE, Calgary Muslim Families Network Society: Halal Food =What j ; 7 call 
Meals and snacks are provided at no charge to 7 days/week - 4:00 pm - 9:00 p.m. 403-466-6367 t is the Island i art of this joe Ue ed, 


James Gnomian?" The little dwarf stood up quickly 
speaking, "Great King I have foresight on every- 


anyone in need. Food service is offered on the www. MuslimFamiliesNetwork.com 


2nd Floor daily, 365 days a year. Community Supports 


Clients who are unable to attend regular meal Streetlight - Youth for Christ Food Hamper . . : 

service due to work or school commitments, or Parks at 10th ave & 1 st Street SE St. Edmund's Anglican Church thing. Someday I am going to help win a football 
other verifiable appointments can receive a Monday & Thursday 8336-34th Ave NW 1 aise 5 mshtnnes 

bagged lunch. Monday & Thursday eague's champ ip ring. Then I plan to be an 


Bagged lunches can be arranged by request to Emergency Meals 09:00 am - 12:00 Noon excellent sports announcer. Regarding your question, 


any staff person, or through the Day Office located Alex Community Health Centre here i answ ‘ cean surrounds 
on the 2nd Floor. Unit 101,1318 Centre Street NE Community Meais head ae ae jcoun. 0 
Meal Schedules 403-266-2622 inn from the Cold that part of the province, and it is called 
Breakfast -7:00 a.m. Thursdays Only -10:30 a.m. 403-263-8384 Newfoundland." 
Snack - 9:30 a.m. Food Bank e és “3 
Lunch - 12:00 p.m. Calgary Inter-Faith Food Bank Emergency Food "Thank you, Sir James," said the King, smiling back 
Pn ad p.m. 403-253-2055 CUPS pcan Urban Project Society) at him in the same fashion. "I know you're a Gnome 
or em ee Ses 126-7 fers Se with great ambition. It's very good to have a lot of 
ieee Hope 420_9ih Avenue SE stato et Calgary Aca: Lees — i a a ae determination. I also hope everyone's personal 
ree for clients * s dreams come 
Open to public for small charge Sunday Dinner ‘ y do true, because God really does love 
Breakfast: $2.50 Food Bank 3:30 pm - 5:00 p.m. each and every one of you." 
Lunch: $3.00 Calgary Inter-Faith Food Bank - 
Dinner: $4.50 403-253-2059 Meals on the street outside City Hall To Be Continued 
Calgary Street Church \ By Rory Gaudon 
Emergency Meals (24 & Under) Food Bank Monday - 6:00pm, <n  e 
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Thinking of Community 
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I’ve been thinking a lot in the last few 
months about the notion and practice of 
“community”. I generally like to mull over 
the role that the collective can play in sup- 
porting and enhancing individual growth, 
opportunities and security; but this more 
recent and intentional focus has been due to 
a couple of reasons. The first being a cursory 
analysis of the impact of the recent devastat- 
ing floods in Calgary, and the second being a 
rereading of the early philosophical approach 
and ideas of Karl Marx. 

Regarding the June floods, I think that I 
saw “community” in at least two ways. The 
more positive aspect of that was how 
Calgarians came together to help the people 
who were affected by the floods, through 
their time, talents and treasures. Calgary is 
sometimes guilty of being a bit too boosterish 
for my liking, but I definitely think, in this 
particular case, the residents did a fantastic 
job and should be commended for stepping 
up as acommunity. This was certainly a 
welcome sight in a city where rugged individ- 
ualism and the so-called western ethos usu- 
ally reigns supreme. 

However, I also saw another dimension of 
community, or perhaps more precisely a lack 
of community. Many of the people evacuated 
from the downtown core, for example, were 
residents of shelters or single room occupan- 
cy units. And although the people may have 
been surrounded by others in those congre- 
gate settings, there was not necessarily a 
functional community that could be called 
upon to provide temporary and longer terms 
supports in times of crisis. They were in but 
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not necessarily of a community. And that isa 
big difference. I think I really saw the magni- 
fication of vulnerability of people during the 
flood and its aftermath; a vulnerability cer- 
tainly exacerbated by social isolation. 
Without community, no matter how resilient 
one may be, there are significant barriers to 
social wellbeing. And many of these barriers 
were readily apparent. 

Secondly, I have also been thinking of 
community in terms of a broader ideological 
framework. I was rereading Philosophy and 
Myth in Karl Marx by David Tucker, which 
considers Marx in his earlier philosophical 
foundations, particularly in relation to Kant, 
Hegel and Feuerbach. I think the important 
thing about this book is that it helps place 
Marxism within more of a human rather 
than economic setting. I know many people 
usually think of Marxism in terms of irra- 
tional notions of absolute economic equality 
or link it to the practices of the degenerated 
state capitalism of the Stalinist eastern bloc. 
But the essence of Marxism can be found in 
the basic (psychological) idea of how capital- 
ism alienates us from both ourselves and 
others. Indeed, ultimately, it is the alienation 
that the capitalist economic system causes, 
rather than the economic specifics of com- 
modities, wage rates, surplus value etc., that 
is the gist for Marx’s mill. For Marx, along 
with other more recent thinkers of the post- 
industrial left, it is only when the work-time- 
income nexus is broken that people can be 
truly free to develop the best versions of 
themselves...in community. That’s the theo- 
ry at least! 


“Tribal Trails” 


I just want to recommend this wonderful 
Native Gospel Program on TV. Inspiring testi- 
monies, stories and songs are presented by 
Natives of all ages from across Canada. 
Many of them have come through very diffi- 
cult experiences but because of their love 
and commitment to Jesus, have overcome 
many obstacles. In their desire to love and 
serve Jesus, they have helped many people 
and are a good example for all of us. 

I once heard that the Native Christians in 
Canada could be the people whom God 
works through to bring revival to our land. 
After watching Tribal Trails, and after 
attending The Forgiven Summit in Ottawa 
(2010) and seeing what is being done by our 


Native people across Canada, I truly believe 
that they could very well be the people that 
lead our country into revival. 

God bless them and empower them! 


Edmonton and Calgary Television: 

Vision TV: Mon - Fri. 11A.M.; Mon. 
12:30A.M. 

CTS TV: Sat: and Sun. 12:30A.M.: Wed. 
8:30A.M. 

Or watch on the internet www.tribal- 
trails.org 


By Judy Brown 
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Anyway, both of these themes led me to 
think about what community means, and 
what it can achieve in Alberta in the early 
years of the 21st Century. I believe that our 
current economic system and its outcomes - 
the increasing income disparity, the creation 
of a permanent class on the margins of socie- 
ty and environmental degradation - is, at 
root, a manifestation of the lack of communi- 
ty. Can anyone honestly say that if we had a 
real understanding of community, and actu- 
ally practiced it, that we would allow these 
short-term and long-term destructive factors 
to continue and even gain speed? Obviously 
not. Community itself may not be the answer 
to social issues but it is a central plank of 
that answer. 

Yet we are in a context where buccaneer 
individualism is actively rewarded, and we 
also create living spaces and processes that 
support isolation. After all, I can go to a 24- 
hour convenience store if I run out of ingre- 
dients for my coq au vin rather than asking 
my neighbour if they happen to have any 
extra tomato paste so I can follow Alton 
Brown’s excellent recipe. We live in a context 
where interdependence is usually not 
rewarded or even valued. We have also 
moved from being citizens to, as Leslie Sklair 
argued, unwitting slaves of the ideology / 
culture of consumerism. We seemingly offer a 
perception of wide ranging choices and 
rights, but they are all based on individual 
as opposed to collective foundations. And, as 
we all know, these are not actually rights 
then but provisional and illusionary privi- 
leges. 

I guess the basic point is that we need to 
foster interdependence not independence. If 
we are more interdependent we will then be 
more aware of the stories, aspirations and 
circumstances of our neighbours and that, 
necessarily, will lead to the growth of empa- 
thy. This empathy, then, will lead to a caring 
community that will be better able to not 
only provide tomato paste in a pinch, but 
also advocate for social policies that promote 
and support social inclusion and participa- 
tion. By itself, community development can- 
not solve poverty and social isolation on a 
large scale in our province. However by 
bringing people together it can help develop 
the necessary social relationships needed for 
empathy, dialogue and understanding. From 
this, social movements can arise and trans- 
formative social change can be pursued. 


By Timothy Wild 
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i; reenibee the 
York hotel 


When | first came to 
Edmonton in 1989, east 96th 
Street had a busy night life with 
a row of hotels, and restaurants, 
and people walking back and 
forth from the Hub on Jasper 
Avenue to the Danny Hoopers on 
106A Avenue. Danny Hoopers 
turned into The Mustard Seed in 
1990. One by one the hotels were 
closed, then demolished, some to 
become parking lots, others the 
sites of People In Need shelters 
or other types of assisted living; 
first the Empire, then the 
International, followed by the 
Mount Royal, and last to go the 
York Hotel. The 1913 building, 
which began as the St. 
Petersburg Hotel was purchased 
by the city, shuttered in 2010 








and demolished Feb. 4, 2012. 
The hotel had a bar with a 
live band every night, pool tables 

in the back, a café, and rooms 
upstairs that were often rented 
by the month or even for years 
as a permanent home for some of 
the tenants. It was the local 
neighbourhood bar, providing a 
place for the locals to drink and 
socialize instead of drinking out 
in the back alleys and parking 
lots. Many of the customers were 
Aboriginal, and at times 
Aboriginal gangs were a presence 
in the bar. There were even regu- 
lars who had their own special 
tables where they held court. The 
Police did a regular walk through 
in later years. 

I went there with my late 
husband, Glen, to dance to the 
band. As we sat at our table, he 
with his pony of beer and me 
with a cup of coffee or a can of 
Coke because I don’t drink 
except the occasional toast at a 
wedding, we were usually joined 
by his friends and relatives. 
When they bought a round of 
beer, they would get me a cup of 
coffee. Occasionally an 
Aboriginal Elder, who also was 
abstaining from alcohol, bought 
me acan of pop. Sitting at the 
table, I always admired the large 


Artist attempt to capture life at the 
York Hotel 





Artists: left, Sydney Lancaster, 


tight, Marian Switzer = 


Although in its later years 
the York Hotel, last of the inner 
city hotels on 96th Street, had a 
reputation for drugs and vio- 
lence, the two Edmonton artists 


captured images from inside the © 


York Hotel to communicate that 
it was a place people, now moved - 
on or dead, called home. 
Latitude 53’s YORK, a photo- 
graphic and sculptural installa- 
tion by Sydney Lancaster and 
Marian Switzer, was on from — 
Thursday, July 25 through Aug. 
31. For the show, life-size e9 
enlargements had been printed 


on opaque silk and mounted on 
glass within a frame. The photos, 
printed on fabric and properly 
visible only from certain angles, 
play on the fact these rooms are 
now erased from existence. There 
were also framed photographs 
that had been taken in the rooms 
of the York, some of these 
whitened out to depict that they — 
as well were part of the past, 

now fading into non-existence. 
Others, in full color, showed 
scenes taken in the rooms. There 
were also whitened casts of some 


of the objects left behind includ- — 
ing ghost cast of a knife and a bird. 


“It (the York Hotel) was dan- 
gerous,” Lancaster said. “It was a — 


crime magnet and huge drain on 


resources for the downtown 


police.” But she noted that ten- = : 
ants taped up superhero hee 
4 — again from magazines : 


murals of the old west at the 
turn of the century — one street 
scene showed horses tied to 
hitching rails on Fort Road and a 
group of men seated by the side 
of the street. 

We danced to the live bands, 
or when they were on a break, to 
the music of the juke box. People 
dressed up in costumes for 
Hallowe’en and prizes were given 
for the best female and the best 
male costume. I won the year I 
made a cat woman costume. 

For Street Pastor Pedro 
Schultz, the York Hotel was a 
place where he could minister to 
the local people, sharing the 
message of the gospel, and giving 
people fruit that he bought at the 
Italian Centre Shop. He was 
barred out after one news 


reporter ran a story about his 
work as a street pastor and 
labelled the York as “notorious ‘. 
Schultz said, “I miss it. It 
was sort of a “Cheers” bar to me. 
People could be themselves. 
There was no discrimination.” 

The York got a lot of bad 
press, but much of it was the 
same bad press that the poor 
and the homeless get anywhere — 
there are people that no one 
wants in their neighbourhood. 
Many have ended up on the 
street here because they aren’t 
welcome anywhere else. 

I occasionally visited with 
































ofornaments. __ 
“There was poetry on the 


walls, not just graffiti, but ats ay 


expressing themselves, people — 

trying to tell their stories. That’s 
what really drew me to it. This . 
has to be captured. This oY: 


people I knew in the rooms 
upstairs at the York— shabby 
hotel rooms, with a shared bath- 
room down the hall- but home to 
the tenants, and drank coffee 
and sometimes brought food 
over. Some of the Edmonton 
Street News vendors called the 
York home, like the late Wendy 
Gladue. When it closed down she 
was homeless on the street for 
more than a year. 

I occasionally ate at the café 
with my late husband and a 
group of friends- sometimes 
going there for breakfast, or for a 
hamburger. 

I felt safe at the York Hotel —- 
I knew that if anyone tried any- 
thing, there were a lot of people 
who would step in to defend me. 
It was part of my neighbourhood. 





I went to see the art exhibit 
on the York Hotel by artists 
Marian Switzer and Sydney 
Lancaster at Latitude 53 on July 
Play 

The artists acknowledge 
the City of Edmonton for the ; 
opportunity to work in the York — 
Hotel, and the Edmonton Arts 
Council for funding the develop- 
ment of this work for exhibition. © 
To learn more about YORK and 
the artists, visit their blog at: 
“yorkhotelproject.wordpress.com” 
thttp:/ /yorkhotelproject.word- 
press.com. 
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Opinion 


To whomever might listen — recreation workers 
need more training 


Where would you stand when it comes 
time to be counted, up front and center with 
those who vote, drive cars and own homes? Or 
would you stand alongside me with those who 
pick bottles, ride bicycles and are homeless 
way out back in some dark corner, unheard 
and unimportant. I‘am talking about a family 
of broken people who have been hurt because 
of love and yet still love, a family of people 
who’ve made poor choices and reacted out of 
anger and hatred of a society, which has 
turned a superficial ear towards them. This 
ear I refer to may appear to care and to listen 
but when rubber hits the road there is a dis- 
association between the voice which speaks 
and the hands that are in a position to heal. 

I can go on and on about the indifference 
which is so apparent to the recipients of this 
creature lurking in so many a mind of our 
society but I am writing here today about a 
specific topic. Recently the Bissell Centre of 
Edmonton has been asking community mem- 
bers about how things could be improved at 
the centre; survey after survey has been 
passed around and comments submitted. 
However, when I requested time with the 
supervisor of the recreation department to 
discuss legitimate grievances about members 
of staff, I was left with a feeling of impotence 
and unimportance. I felt as though my voice 
carried no weight among those who wield it 
like a rubber mallet. I had gone over to said 
supervisor’s office four ‘times and submitted 
my name for an audience with her two of 
those times yet she hardly seemed to be in or 
even return requests. That second time I sub- 
mitted my name I was shortly thereafter con- 
fronted by one of the workers a grievance was 
about. I reluctantly agreed to talk with him 
because I wish to speak with his supervisor 
present but felt pressured due to the fact that 
we were on good terms prior to this incident. 

I explained to him that while on an out- 
ing to Shakespeare in the Park with him and 
a group on the twentieth of July, I overheard 
him talking to two women standing in line 
waiting for tickets. I heard him explain just 
what it was that he did and what the Bissell 
Rec. program was about, which is all good 
by itself because there should be more 
awareness about what the Bissell provides. 
Shortly after though, he turned to one of the 
community members and boisterously 
exclaimed “I have such a heart for you guys.” 

Well I am sure that he feels sincere about 
this statement but it left me feeling suddenly 
less than everyone else around me standing 
in line. I found myself so embarrassed to be 
associated with the group that I had to leave. 
I was disgusted with the fact that worker, 
who is supposed to make us feel better about 
ourselves, could exalt himself to the status of 
sainthood in front of all those people 
around us at our expense. We poor unfortu- 
nate souls, who are to be pitied, we who are 
homeless, we who are desperate to have a 
white knight just like him to care and take 
us out into the world of the whatever class 
we are not normally apart of... I no 
longer wanted to be there with the feeling 
that everyone would be looking at us with 
pity or fear or judgment, I no longer wanted 
to be there feeling less than the rest. 

This feeling of a need to escape remained 
with me until I did so during an intermission 
of the show. All this comes after a meeting I 
had with him and his beautiful colleague (I 
apologize for the adj., could not help myself) 
to voice some concerns, which one of them 
was this very same subject of how they medi- 
ate between us and the public while on out- 
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ings. Apparently it fell on deaf ears then as it 
did here because all I got in response to my 
revulsion of his behaviour were excuses and 
an explanation that that was just the way he 
felt, which again left me with the notion that 
he believed his justification was more impor- 
tant than the humiliation that I had felt. He 
even went so far as to get visibly upset and 
violently threw his Bissell worker identifica- 
tion card that was hanging around his neck 
to the ground, flare his arms out to his sides 
while exclaiming, “I’m not just a Bissell work- 
er but also a man!” Now he did this in the 
alley next to the Bissell drop-in with some 
fellow street folk looking on; this action could 
be very dangerous for it may appear as 
though he is calling me on for a fight to these 
onlookers. Luckily for him that. am a God 
loving man who understood that he meant 
no harm, as well as humble and secure 
enough not to worry about what my street 
friends may think because they know me but 
if | were any other street person this flam- 
boyant worker might have found himself flat 
on his back with a busted nose. In response 
though I simply patted him on the shoulder, 
said a few words to calm him down and left it 


at that with no real resolution. 

These people really need to be trained 
better about how we perceive and react to 
confrontations, not to mention the fact that 
he has a job to do; he is there for us and not 
we for him. 

There have been other incidents as well. I 
am writing this letter, to inform those who 
may listen of what is happening in this par- 
ticular office so that my peers may not have 
to be subject to the feelings of humiliation 
and inadequacies of which I have recently 
endured. Let me be clear though, the Bissell 
Center in its entirety is a wonderful place for 
our great city and provides a great deal of 
support and care for us. I love them. I just 


> feel that the recreation department needs a 


little stir, perhaps sometimes some people just 
get a little complacent in their duties if they 
have been at it for a time, especially when it 
comes to working with people who have 
social issues such as I, but please, all we ask 
is that we might have a sincere ear to listen 
when we have the need for it. 

To be continued 

By Johnny Lee 


Ten Yeats on the Street 


Continued from page S_ 


September 2010 - 

From Rob’s Corner in Claas 

Paper shut down unreal and not fair. 
Unreal — not fair- that CUPS (Calgary Urban 
Project Society) would shut the paper 
(Calgary Street Talk) down during a so-called 
economic slow down. The reasons given for 
the shut down back at a vendor's meeting in 
April were the following: low number of sales 


October 2010 — 

STAND UP AGAINST POVERTY 

The 4th annual Stand Against Poverty, took 

ar at the University of Alberta Friday, 
es he, 


Poverty event oe 
politicians including: Ror 
Duncan, Hugh MacDonal 
Dominic Mishio, Ben Hen 

Cardinal and others. +The 
part of a worldwide awaren: 
to create political will to. 





to the eendere and by the vendors. Just like 
Our Voice, Edmonton way back when. But 
CUPS stated once upon a time that they 
would never do what the Bissell Centre did, 
pulling the plug on the paper herein _ 
Calgary. I know that was a different time and 
a different place, but the words still rig, | 
loudly in my ears. Basically 20 to 25 vendors 
have been left to mene out to a - 





ASN vendor boxes are ready to serve clients 
for ASN's 1st Anniversary in Morinville 
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I was in the mood for celebrating on May 
30th and proud of the time and effort I had 
put into working as an Alberta Street News 
Media Relations Co-ordinator and successful- 
ly convincing the Edmonton Journal back in 
February through a written email letter to 
donate two vendor boxes to our newspaper. 
With the boxes, I could take vending to 
another level, no longer standing all day asa 
vendor in the middle of Westmor Landing 
selling the Alberta Street News to my many 
clients. The major breakthrough in getting 
the boxes donated to our paper encouraged 
me to contact NAIT's painting and decorating 
program and its students. They agreed to 
donate their time and effort to paint and let- 
ter the two donated boxes. When the boxes 
were finally decorated I arranged to have the 
Italian Bakery staff haul the two boxes from 
where they were originally picked up and 
held temporarily at my parent's garage for a 
month, then taken to NAIT to be decorat- 

ed and then finally picked up from NAIT and 
driven north of Edmonton on the half hour 
journey to Morinville where they were 
dropped off and installed at both A&W 
Restaurant and Neighbours Restaurant. 

Little did I realize what awaited me 
behind the shadows the following day. On 
that day, my girlfriend, Theresa Walsh Cooke, 
and I drove up from Edmonton where we 
reside to celebrate the historical milestone of 
the first street paper in Alberta's history ever 
to have taken street vending to an entirely 
different level by introducing vendor boxes to 
the Town of Morinville. The boxes were offi- 
cially scheduled to begin to serve Morinville 
clients the 1st of June. On May 31st, we 
each put a toonie into the vendor boxes, 
which state on the labels that the cost for the 
paper is $2.00 only. The toonies were 
rejected by the boxes and when we pulled on 
the front door entrances of those boxes, they 
failed to open. We immediately looked at one 
another in disbelief and I declared that the 
boxes should have out of order signs placed 
on them. 

Then I decided how I was going to write 
the out of order signs. I wrote, “Out Of Order, 
please customers return to Westmor Landing 
to buy Alberta Street News. We will explain 
why this is happening. Be patient. Thanks, 
sorry for the inconvenience.” 

I then called Edmonton Journal 
Operation's Manager Gerry Raypold, explain- 
ing to him what had occurred when I tried to 
open the boxes by placing a toonie in each 
box and they refused to open. He replied that 
I was on my own and reminded me that he 
mentioned back in February that I needed to 


purchase a Wizard Route wand from their 
American newspaper vending box supplier 
Bellatrix Systems, which is out of Bend, 
Oregan. 

I purchased the wand and it arrived in 
the middle of June, but again, when | tried to 
use the wand to open the boxes, they failed 
to open, so I continued to sit idle while the 
month of June went by. Then, in the middle 
of July, I called Bellatrix, explaining to their 
technical consultant, Steve McNeil, that their 
wand failed to open both boxes. He suggested 
that I locate a tiny blue one millimetre power 
button that needed to be pressed down in 
order to get both boxes powered so I could 
finally stick the wand in to get the boxes to 
open for reloading and unloading the new 
issues. 

I told him I had a friend, Matthew 
Johnstone, who worked at Fort 
Saskatchewan Dow Chemical and that he 
was very mechanically inclined. The following 
Saturday at 2 p.m. Matthew and I drove 
down to Morinville from Edmonton and tried 
to open both boxes. In a matter of less than 
one minute Matthew located the tiny blue 
one millimetre power button located inside 
the middle of the change compartment. 
When he pressed down on one of the vendor 
boxes power buttons, a red light indicated 
that the box was being powered, so then he 
used my wand to try to open the box, but the 
front entrance of the vendor box still would- 
n't open. After checking the other vendor box 
located at A&W restaurant the same thing 
happened. 

Disappointed by the chain of events, I 
told Matthew I'd contact the Edmonton 
Journal to see if they could send a techni- 
cian down to Morinville to take a look at the 
boxes that failed to open with the wand and 
to check to see if everything was still in 
working order. I called the Edmonton 
Journal's Editor in Chief, Lucinda Chodan, 
thinking that I could use her as-a mediator 
so I could get the Journal's Operations 
Manager Gerry Raypold to send down a tech- 
nician to test those boxes that needed to be 
repaired. I could then get on with my busi- 
ness in serving my repeat and newer clients 
with those two new vendor boxes. 

I left her with something to think about 
when I told her that I'd be very grateful and 
do one more write up, Part 5 of this series, 
thanking Editor in Chief Lucinda Chodan for 
her support in saving the day and praising 
her efforts in encouraging a technician to 
come out to Morinville to repair those failed 
boxes. I'm more than appreciative to the 
Edmonton Journal's Editor in Chief Lucinda 
Chodan, who finally made things happen, 
when on July 30th a young Edmonton 
Journal vending box technician, Brett 
Farrell, finally came down to meet me at 6:30 
a.m. in front of Friends and Neighbours 
Restaurant and managed to change the 
mechanismas on that box and the one sitting. 
in front of A&W Restaurant, getting both 
boxes in working order. 

Not only did he repair both boxes, chang- 
ing the key mechanisms, he also gave me two 
new mechanisms for each box and four new 
batteries that will last six years each. The 
two Alberta Street News vendor boxes have 
been in operation to serve clients since 
August 2nd. 

Since that time, I've been continually 
vending the paper at Westmor Landing, 
handing out cards telling where my two 
Alberta Street News vendor boxes are located 
and that the price on each card also reads, 
vendor box cost - $2.00 only. While holding 
one sample copy of the August issue, I gave a 


brief presentation, telling clients that the 

boxes are back to normal working order and 

handed out one of two cards to clients. One 

reads, “Alberta Street News vendor box now 

selling Alberta Street News at A&W fast foods 

located at 10604-100 Avenue in Morinville 

cost $2.00.” The other card handed to clients 

reads, “Alberta Street News vendor box sell- 

ing Alberta Street News at Friends and * 
Neighbours Restaurant located at 10504-100 
Avenue in Morinville Cost $2.00.” 

I am still a vendor for now, helping 
clients adapt to the idea of using new ASN 
vendor boxes instead of a live vendor. I'm 
telling my clients that I'll be at my location at 
Westmor Landing for only the months of 
August and September and then on October 
1 will no longer be vending the paper at this 
location, but after that will be driving from 
Edmonton to Morinville to unload and reload 
newer monthly issues. 

I'm also proud and honoured and looking 
forward to celebrating the Alberta Street 
News lst anniversary in Morinville which will 
officially take place on September 18th, the 
anniversary of when I originally applied for 
my business licence to sell Alberta Street 
News on my first downtown street corner on 
Champlain Street and Grandin Avenue. My 
first vending day on that corner took place 
on September 21st 2012. 

It will be a quiet celebration, but 
whomever spots me that knows about this 
anniversary on that day will get treated to a 
free coffee courtesy of myself! I'd love to, for 
the final time, thank all the caring souls who 
helped make this very unique one of a kind 
project possible for my clients and future 
clients in Morinville, Alberta. First Our Lord 
Jesus Christ for answering my prayer when 
he proved his powers by sending me a first 
time customer named Faith, a little Christian 
girl, who not only showed compassion by 
donating that loonie for my first ever sale as 
a Morinville vendor, but God's message in a 
name encouraged me to never give up, even 
when the chips were down. I stood my 
ground with his guidance. I thank God for 
starters! 

I'd also love to thank the following sup- 
porters for making this great project possible: 
Edmonton Journal's supportive staff, 
Operation's Manager Gerry Raypold, Editor 
in Chief Lucinda Chodan, Security 
Supervisor Jerry Wolaniuk, Italian Bakery's 
staff, Store Manager Frank Devenz, employee 
Joe Antonucci, NAIT Associate Dean of 
Trades Malcolm Haines, Painting Instructors, 
Andy Weaver and Vernon Ball, NAIT painting ee 
and decorating students, Bryant Hermanson, 

Roger Mitander, Dejan Crnkovic, Donat 
Carnegie, Freeman Ochiese, Ed Miller, Jackie 
Nolin, Tony Bencio, Carolyn Collins and 
Duylan Lacoursiere, extra trouble shooters, 
Bellatrix Systems, Steve McNeil, Dow 
Chemical computer programmer Matthew 
Johnstone, ASN Editor Linda Dumont for giv- 
ing me the green light! My girlfriend Theresa 
Walsh Cooke for her spirits in rekindling my =r 
interests and her loving support, Danny and 
Linda Getzlaf for telling me to shift over to 
Westmor landing were my vending market 
really took off like a rocket, Morinville civic 
planning staff, Licence Inspector Karen 
Strawson, town planner Tim Vrooman, my 
Father and Mother Mario and Emmy 
Zapantis for believing from day one that 
regardless of the outcome, this was all going 
to work in my favour anyways, and my 
clients for their loyal support. I thank you 
and God bless you all. 

Story and Photo by John Zapantis 
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Saskatoon Saskatchewan- There was a 
girl wanting to get to North Battleford 
Saskatchewan and me, I always wanted to 
see Saskatoon. She needed an escort to go 
with her hitch-hiking, and at the time I was 
single and not doing anything special. 
Nothing tying me to Alberta- so I volunteered 
to escort this girl to North Battleford. We got 
there and I found a place to curl up and get 
some sleep by an old church, after escorting 
her safely home. Next morning I woke up 
when a gopher mistook me for a possible 
meal. I can imagine I surprised this gopher 
when he found that I wasn't ready for pick- 
ings just yet. 

That was back in 1982, spring time. I 
remember I was on a hill on a reservation. | 
got to the bottom of the hill and there were 
some Elders sitting in a group. An Elder 
woman knew right away that I was not from 
the area. She waved me over, She said, 
“Where are you heading son?” 

I said, “I'm working my way to 


My two grandchildren, are eagerly await- 
ing the first day of school because they are 
bored. They are part of the modern genera- 
tion of children that are constantly enter- 
tained by technology. At ten and eleven 
years of age, they are always plugged into 
their video games, computers, cell phones 
and iPods. They even went to camp for two 
weeks to become skilled at a video game 
called Mine Craft. On car trips the children 
have to be entertained with their hand held 
games and music. They told me that in 
school most of their lessons are taught in an 
interactive manner on a Smart Board or lap- 
top. On rainy days the class will stay in at 
recess and lunch and watch movies on the 
smart board. Blackboards and chalk are a 
thing of the past and very little printing is 
done in notebooks anymore. 

My two grandchildren were quite amazed 
when I told them what school was like when 
I started grade one almost 60 years ago. I 
remember walking two miles to the three- 
room schoolhouse which housed grades one 
to nine. In the winter it was extremely cold 
and we were not dressed for the weather. We 
wore wool coats, kerchiefs, rubber over- 
shoes over our shoes, and scarves tied 
around our faces. There was one farm family 
that had five boys who took turns going to 
school as they had only three pairs of winter 
boots between them. My sister and I had 
only a few school clothes which we took off 
when we got home and we put on play 
clothes. We didn't need closets with so few 
clothes — we hung our clothes on nails 
pounded into the wall at the foot of the bed. 
I only had one pair of shoes which I would 
wear out completely or outgrow. For lunch I 
would often have saskatoon berry jam sand- 
wiches on homemade bread and a jar of milk 
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Hatvey’s story 


Saskatoon.” She reached into her purse and 
handed me a $100.00 dollar bill. I said, 
"Ma'am I cant take this.” but she insisted. I 
thanked her very kindly. It was a very 

hot day that day, and I had been walking for 
about an hour and by that time I was getting 
pretty thirsty. Well now I saw a house to my 
right. I walked up to the house and a lady 
opened her front door. I asked her if I could 
get a glass of water. She said, “Come on in.” 
She introduced me to her husband, then she 
said to me,” You are just in time, around 
here when someone passes on through here 
we feed them.” 

After lunch her and her husband would 
not see me get back on the road without any 
source of food or water. The lady of the 
house gave me a dozen sandwiches-roast 
beef between fried bannock- talk about deli- 
cious. It reminded me of my late mother's 
cooking. I thank the Great Spirit for all the 
wonderful cooks in the world; they sure take 
pride in their work and the results are 
sumptuous. 

So I was on the road to Saskatoon once 
again. I came across an ESSO gas station, a 
convenience store. I bought a two litre of iced 
tea to keep from going thirsty. I got on the 
highway and about fifteen minutes later a 
fellow pulled up and asked me how far was I 
heading. I told him Saskatoon. He told me 
I'm in luck. Now I would like to mention that 
every city or town J] have come upon during 
my travels, the first thing I do is look for a 
shopping cart and start picking empties, pop 
bottles, beer bottles, milk jugs, whatever I 
could find that was worth taking in. After 
cashing in I figured to be hunting for shelter 
like a hostel. I eventually found one a person 
was allowed to stay the first two weeks free, 
after that it was $20.00 a week. Not bad for 
a hostel. It had good food and excellent 


Back to school 


which I carried in a syrup pail. The saska- 
toon jam would soak into the bread and 
make it quite soggy and purple but this was 
better than the bacon grease sandwiches 
which some of the children brought. 
Sometimes I would have Rogers Golden 
Syrup sandwiches which were not very tasty 
as the syrup would also make a soggy mess. 
Our sandwiches were wrapped in wax paper 
as plastic was not used yet. The classrooms 
had very large windows to let in light as 
there was no electric lighting. Gas lamps 
hung from the ceiling, but these were only 
used at night for meetings or concerts. The 
school basement was separated into boys 
and girls sections by a furnace room in the 
middle. The school had no running water, so 
our drinking water came from a large ceram- 
ic crock with a tap on the bottom. We each 
brought a cup from home to put in the cup- 
board for drinking. The toilets did not flush, 
but emptied into a giant septic tank that was 
emptied when necessary. 

To signal the start of class the teacher 
would stand out on the front steps and ring 
a big brass bell. We started every morning 
with The Lord's Prayer, salutation of the 
flag, and a reading from the Bible. There 
had to be absolute quiet during lessons so 
my teacher would stand at the front of the 
room and drop a safety pin. If she could 
hear it drop, it was quiet enough. No one 
was allowed to whisper or turn around. If 
anyone was caught using bad language, he 
or she would have his or her mouth washed 
out with soap. It was not nice hand soap 
but the orange carbolic soap that we all used 
to wash our hands. Fighting or bullying 
would call for a strapping by the principal. 
In his office, the principal kept a two foot 
length of threshing machine belt which he 


accommodation. That was back in1982. I 
would imagine the fee has gone up some. 

To anyone just out travelling the country 
for the sake of sightseeing I would recom- 
mend the Salvation Army in Saskatoon. It's a 
great place! I was picking pretty well every 
day and one day met a woman, I will call her 
Lois. She asked me what my name was and I 
said, "Harvey." She told me that she had never 
seen me around Saskatoon before. I said 
that I was from Edmonton, Alberta. She 
said to me, “Ya must be single, I never see 
you with anyone.” Well the rest is history, we 
ended up being a couple; in time we drifted 
apart. I told her I could find plenty of work 
in Alberta to help pay the bills. She told me I 
never had to work if I didn't want to. Of 
course I wanted to work so I got a hold of 
contacts in Edmonton and I secured a job. 
But Lois told me if I gotta work then the 
least I could do is get a job in Saskatoon. So 
off I went searching for work. Early one 
morning, first day I went searching, I landed 
a job unloading boxcars. The foreman asked 
me if I had a drivers' licence. Of course I said, 
"Yes sir right here." Well now this is when the 
Alberta licence was two pieces instead of one 
piece. He went to see the main boss. Next 
thing he came back and said, "Come with me." 
We were walking towards one of the compa- 
ny trucks. Me? I was walking to the passen- 
ger’s side. He looked at me and said “You 
and I ain't going too far without a driver.” He 
puts me through a few paces like backing up 
to the dock. I made it the first time. Then it 
was time to load up and get out of there and 
do the deliveries. I had to stop at the house 
and pick Lois up. I wasn't supposed to have 
passengers but what was I going to do? She 
helped me get to know Saskatoon. 

To be continued 
by Harvey Laderoute 


used for a strap. Everyone was afraid to be 
sent to the principal's office and there were 
very few who went there twice. 

The school nurse would come and give us 
all of our inoculations at school. Once when 
there was a tuberculosis scare in our com- 
munity, we were all loaded into the back of 
pick-up trucks and driven seven miles to the 
next town for chest x-rays. Pick-ups were 
used to take all of us to the track meet in a 
neighbouring town as well. The Christmas 
Concert was the highlight of the school year 
and every child had a part. It was a big com- 
munity event that would be held in the 
evening and all the parents would bring 
along their pre-schoolers. At the end of the 
concert, Santa Claus would bustle in and 
givea big brown paper bag to each child. 
Inside would be an orange, all kinds of 
candy, and lots of peanuts. How we looked 
forward to those candy bags! 

- Back to school! Those three words would 
strike sorrow into my young heart. The sum- 
mer holidays were such a wonderful time 
that I never wanted it to end, and unlike my 
grandchildren I was never board. Living on 
the farm there was always so much to do. 
There was plenty of work doing the haying, 
farm chores, weeding the huge garden, and 
berry picking and I enjoyed it all. Without | 
television or technology of any kind my sis- 
ter and I dreamed up wonderful adventures. 
On rainy days we would write little books 
and draw on every scrap of paper we could 
find. Mom would give us free rein of the 
kitchen and we would bake cookies and 
cakes and even pies in the wood stove. I 
always dreaded the coming of fall as it meant 
the end of freedom for another school year. 


By Sharon Austin 


Remembering Ralph Klein 


couldn't hold back my own tears as I tried to 
calm him by quietly talking and giving him 
some encouragement of hope. I left Ralph 
eventually, frequenting the Queen's Hotel 
Barroom from time to time, but I saw him 
many times in the many east end bars that I 


telling me to go. When I got back to the 
bar, I told Ralph what happened! He said 
he would have a word with them, next time 
he went by the diner dive. I didn't have a 
chance to ask to him about if he did talk to 
the owners or not? 





Ralph began to drink again! Some of his 
white and blue collar workers were showing 
up again from an early dismissal from their 
jobs in the downtown east end, for the week- 
end. Still, at that time of the day I wasn't 
drinking at the moment. I only had the one 
draught in the morning. I was still suffering 
badly, my head in a fog from lack of sleep 
and a hangover. Ralph for some reason said, 
he didn't want to go home. After asking him, 
I said I would call him a cab to go safely 
home but he cried out, "No, Andie don't do 


that to me. I don't want to back to my home." - 


I began to feel somewhat hungry not having 
eaten all day, just the 8 oz. glass of beer in 
front of me. I drank glass after glass of ice 
water from the jug on the front table. No 
one else was able to have a jug of water on 
their table except Ralph and it was his table. 

Ralph then gave me enough change to run 
next door to the Queen's Hotel Restaurant, a 
diner dive, to get a take out order of a two 
cheese burger meal deal. I got the order from 
the Chinese family run business. When I put 
the order in and gave them the money for the 
food, They wanted me to pay for them for the 
the food order first and not after I received 
the two take out meals. 

Then I told them who it was for - Ralph 
Klein. They changed their attitude in a heart 
beat. They went from treating me with a rude 
stare down as if to say, "Wehat do you want?" 
with abrupt loud voices and scowls on their 
faces to sayint, "Oh , this if for Ralph Klein? 
He is our favourtie customer. Tell him we 
said ‘Hi’.” 

All said with a fake smile for me. "Thank 
you! Thank you very much,” pushing the 
brown paper bag of food against one of my 
hands. Then they pointed and gurstured 
towards the door to shoo me out. Their cus- 
tomer mannerism was absurd and they went 
back to their rude and abrupt behaviour, 




























I just can imagine what that scenario had 
been all about. I wouldn’t want to even 
question Ralph about it. I would let him 


bring up what happened, after having a talk 
with the owners of the Queen's Hotel 


Restaurant. It didn't take long, maybe just 
over the hour, to order the food and wait for 
the order to take back to Ralph's table. 
Ralph, was on his way to another night of 
drinking. He was beginning to spiralling 


I saw Ralph eventually let 
down his self - control to 
again be drunk enough to 
show his pain. His pride 
was taken by a false pride, 
without much of an 


inner - strength! 


down into a black vial of destruction, to hide 
the controlled demons ever seeing sobriety. 

I bought the food back to the bar and we 
ate. Ralph was so hungry! I was shocked to 
see Ralph as he was eating his meal in an 
intoxicated state just from drinking the few 
beers that were given to him from the bar ten- 
der on the table during the time that it took 
to come back from the diner dive. He was 
getting drunk again! I had to eventually feed 
the rest of the burger from my hand to his 
mouth because his meal deal was begin- 
ning to fall on the floor, as he couldn't even 
feed himself, of all things. The beer had 
somehow hit him hard, with drinking the few 
beer that he had in front of him! 

I saw Ralph eventually let down his self - 
control to again be drunk enough to show 
his pain. His pride was taken by a false 
pride, without much of an inner - strength! 
The pain in his eyes, just suddenly fell like 
rain without holding onto his self — control. 
He gently reached his hand to the side of 
my arm, my head, and on to my face and 
told me he felt like he wanted to cry and he 
did. I held him for the longest time in my 
arms as | began to cry for him. I was emo- 
tionally tough and hard core in those days 
but even I was so emotionally touched that I 


often found myself in. I just couldn't hang on 
anymore, hanging out with the heavy drink- 
ing binges that Ralph had been into, espe- 
cially, since he was a dear friend that I was 
in a powerless situation to help. I was ina 
worse situation then he was. I was on the 
street and housed from time to time.I was in 
no position to even know where to start to 
help my buddy Ralph in his life of drinking 
and unpredictability, never knowing where 
he was from one day to the next or one week 
to the next at that time in the east end while 
trying to cope with my own intoxicated states 
of drinking in and around the east end bars. 
At that time I realized it was all part of a 
drinking party and the guys buying alcohol 
at the bar tables with no other concern for 
my basic needs and my well being. At times I 
was trying to get sober myself but I wasn't 
ready to get sober until later years. From the 
time I started to drink it had taken it's toll on 
me and I had to live through it to be a better, 
stronger and changed person. I eventually 
became sober myself. Photo by John Gulak 


by Andie W.L. 
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Oath of Allegiance - IS Constitutional 


Conservative Member of Parliament for Edmonton 
East, Peter Goldring, is adamant that the current oath 
should stay. "I'm weary of a lot of these stories of 
people who come to a country seeking a fresh start, a 
fresh life, and then not really wanting to subscribe to 
the type of society that the country is," Goldring said. 
Goldring, as with many other Canadians, feels as 
though history and traditions should be kept. 




















The “Oath of Allegiance” is a statement detailed in 
“The Constitution Act” of Canada. “Article 128” and 
“The Fifth Schedule” as follows — “I [name] do swear, 
That | will be faithful and bear true Allegiance to Her 
Majesty Queen Elizabeth II.” This is a constitutional 
requirement for all Members of the House of Com- 
mons, all Members of the Provincial Legislative As- 
semblies to reaffirm their direct responsibilities and 
duties in governing the people of Canada. It also is a 
requirement of all new Canadians to acquaint them- 
selves and also to subscribe to these time tested feal- 
ties so that there be no misunderstanding where their 
constitutional loyalties lie. Any variation to the consti- 
tutionally detailed oath would necessitate a constitu- 
tional change with support by two-thirds of provinces 
and fifty percent of the population to do so, but, why 
would we? The Constitution Act, 1982, reaffirmed Ca- 
nadians desire to maintain constitutional monarchy as 
our form of Government. 





The vow's roots lie in the oath of allegiance taken in 
the United Kingdom, the modern form of which was 
implemented in 1689 by King William Ill and Queen 
Mary Il, and was inherited by, and used in, Canada 
prior to 1947. 


Recently, some new immigrant malcontents ex- 
pressed that they believe that the pledge to the 
Queen is discriminatory and violates individuals’ con- 
stitutional rights? | believe that they should reconsider 
becoming Canadian citizens, and return to whence 
they came. 


What do you think? 


780-495-3261 www.petergoldring.ca 
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Family toxicity affects relationships between siblings 





.Unearthing the waves of toxicity within 
our family is like unravelling the stitches 
that hold the fabric of our family. While it is 
hard to explain how each member of the 
family holds his or her own version of their 
own parents, it is hard to understand how 
even between siblings that witnessed the 
abuse some failed to see it as abuse. At the 
same time I understand if the sibling was 
accepted because of her looks, this child 
would be very aware of her prettiness and 
would use this against the child that was not 
accepted because of her looks that were con- 
sider ugly by the patriarch of the family. 
Children being told about this would exploit 
it for their own survival in a chaotic environ- 
ment. 

The sibling in the opposite side of the 
coin also would select within siblings and 
use the same techniques that parents used 
to demerit and abuse the child selected as 
scapegoat. Using this process serves mutu- 
ally within parents and the children as par- 
ents cease to feel guilty for picking on one 
child and encourage the other children to see 
what they see in the child that is not wanted. 
The child on the other side of the spectrum 


learns to survive in isolation, being the target 
of abuse. 

Growing up in this kind of household and 
feeling that there must have been something 
about you that your parents and your sib- 
lings disliked about you, you blame your self 
and feel ashamed of who you are but when 
you are in the time in your life that are able 
to see things clearly, you realize that you 
were the innocent victim. Then you not only 
feel anger towards your parents but you also 
rightly feel anger toward the siblings that 
took advantage of the situation and abused 
you. 

I remember about an incident where my 
grandmother stayed up at night sewing 
dresses for my sister and me. When I saw 
them I was so excited and happy but not my 
sister. She said, “There is no way I want to 
look like her.” pointing at me. I don’t remem- 
ber her ever wearing that dress but the point 
was taken and the wound was deep. 

Later in life she went to live with my 
father and I stayed with my grandmother. 

I never learned to love her or trust her 
because anything or anyone that I happened 
to have in my life, she tried her best to take 
away from me or to do something so I would 
know that she could take from me. even if it 
was just the attention. I grew up trying to 
stay away from her and most importantly not 
trusting her. 

When she was a child she learned that 
she could use me to make herself look better 
and feel better and she used to emphasize 
how much better she was., I had no defence. 
I was the ugly duckling. I just hung my head 
in shame. 

My grandmother told me, “Maria the ugly 
duckling is going to turn into a beautiful 
swan.” Now the competition is over but still 
my sister still turns into a little girl acting 
coy and needy to get the attention. This 
does not surprise me because she seems to 
be frozen in time unable to be her own adult. 
What is sad is that kind of people go through 
great length trying to destroy what they do 
not have themselves through their own inse- 
curities. 


When people refuse to acknowledge their 
part in the toxicity of the family and refuse to 
identify the manipulation they have used in 
order to survive, they fail to learn how to 
change and how to try to establish a healthy 
environment with healthy relationships 
respecting the boundaries of each person. It 
is pitiful because they always will encounter 
problems in this regard, trying to apply their 
toxic manipulation in every relationship. 

Without wanting to, we become and play 
a part in their toxic exchanges. I recognize 
that with this sibling because of our toxic 
past. She feels empowered by using the same 
tone of voice, coyness and appearance of 
ingenuity to get the attention that is needed. 
My part in this is to react adversely and lack 
the tolerance that maybe I should have. 

I am not comfortable with the feelings 
that have unfolded and I feel I should under- 
stand and be able to forgive but I feel I can 
not forgive because through her behaviour I 
see the pattern to cause me harm if given the 
opportunity. Many questions rise in my mind 
and I wonder. If a sibling professes to love 
you why hold on to the toxicity that served to 
cause me so much hurt? And I realize that 
is because her thoughts are frozen in time, 
that behaviour worked when she was a child 
and she continues to feel empower by it. 

I do feel compassion, she is older and she 
still tries to threaten my environment 
through her entitled child behaviour. I am at 
a stage in my life where I am able to distin- 
guish between a healthy relationship and a 
toxic relationship. I am able to establish 
healthy boundaries to a certain extent and 
most importantly I am able to restrain myself 
from hooking up with and playing the games 
that manipulators play. 

Manipulation robs us of healthy relation- 
ships. Bonds between brothers and sisters 
are developed through our childhood behav- 
iour. Siblings that lived apart fail to develop 
the same bond of unity as children that grow 
together and learn to be there for each other. 


Maria B. 


Alberta Street News represented at International Network of Street Papers conference 


The International Network of Street 
Papers(INSP) was held from July 29th - 
August Irst in Munich Germany. There were 
one hundred twenty street papers represent- 
ing forty different countries. The Alberta 
Street News has only attended one other con- 
ference with the INSP, and that was nine years 
ago, when the conference was held in 
Montreal. 

I want to thank everyone from the bottom 
of my heart who helped with donations to 
make it possible for me to attend this confer- 
ence; without your help it would not have 
been possible. 

One thing that stood out to me that first 
morning of the conference was that most of 
the street papers at the conference was that 
out of 120 papers there were only five includ- 
ing the Alberta Street News that are non gov- 
ernment funded. Most of the street papers 
were part of a chain, and their workers receive 
an income. This does allow them to be able to 
have big celebrations, and even have hotels 
specifically for their vendors which sounds 
wonderful BUT then I heard one of the main 
speakers say that they did not want to do their 
jobs too well or help these people too much, 
because it would put them out of a job. I was 
horrified when I heard this. This is the same 
kind of reasoning you can hear from a social 
worker. The whole helping the poor system is 
designed to help the poor in a way that looks 
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great, but actually holds the person down in 
the muck. 

I have always believed that there was a 
difference with street papers. The street 


I heard one of the main 
speakers say that they did not 
want to do their jobs too well 

ot help these people too 

much, because it would put 
them out of a job. 


paper is a way to give people, who for what- 
ever reason cannot have a stable job, a 
means of earning money for themselves. This 
is the reason that there is no price stated on 
the paper, some of the vendors are on AISH 
or welfare. It is a way to protect the vendors. - 
Vendors are people, not sub humans. I real- 
ized just how unique Alberta Street News is. 
The paper was founded by Linda Dumont, 
who used to be a vendor for Our Voice for- 
merly Spare Change. Alberta Street News is a 
street paper made by vendors for vendors. A 
fact that I am very proud of. 

Every morning of the conference there 
was a speaker, followed by a three to four 


person panel speaking about their individual 
paper, and their views on what was-:spoken 
about. After lunch there were small forums 
addressing specific issues that most street 
papers face. Only about half of these issues 
were faced by any North American street 
news paper. Some of the other issues were 
things like the Roma problem, which is what 
I have gathered to be prejudicial terminology 
about people who wander from country to 
country in Europe looking for work because 
of the economical crisis facing the world. I 
was impressed with one of the people who 
spoke on the panel, when he stated that 
there motto was to help anyone who came to 
them, including Romas because they were 
people, too. Of course when I spoke with this 
individual later on I found out that the paper 
he was representing was non governmental 
too, and that they, too, worked to try to make 
sure their vendors were protected from the - 
government as much as possible. 

I believe that a country is only as good as 
the way they treat the least of their citizens. I 
am not anti-government, but I do strongly 
feel that our country has fallen short in truly 
helping some of our citizens. I have learned 
some very good ideas on how to help Alberta 
Street News out in some of the harder slower 
months of the year. I will speak in-depth 
about this next month. . ae 

By Angelique Bransto 


Alberta Street News - By the vendors for the vendors 


The First Anniversary 





Back row: Pedro Schultz - vendor, writer and board member, Aaron 
Bishop — vendor, Dale Ferris - vendor, writer ‘and board member, 
Popeye Shaw - vendor, Theresa McBryan - writer, designer and for- 
mer vendor, Linda Dumont, vendor, managing editor, writer and 
board member and Glen Dumont - vendor and distributor. 


Alberta Street News is quickly 
approaching its tenth year in 
print, and we still have a long 
road ahead of us. As a street 
newspaper, we are a member 
paper of both the North 
American Street Newspaper 
Association and the International 
Network of Street Papers. 

Alberta Street News 
(Edmonton Street News) was 
started by a vendor, Linda 


Dumont, and vendors or ex-ven- 
dors are involved in almost all 
aspects of production as well as 
on the board of the Edmonton 
Street News Society. Managing 
editor Linda Dumont sold 
Edmonton Spare Change (Our 
Voice) from 1993 to 2003, then 
went on the sell Edmonton Street 
News periodically until 2012. She 
also was a writer for Spare 
Change, and attended the 


North American Street 
Newspaper conferences in 
Montreal, San Francisco, Quebec 
City, San Francisco and Boston 
and represented Alberta Street 
News at NASNA conferences in 
Halifax, Denver and Chicago. She 
was on the board of NASNA from 
2004 to 2008 and has been on 
the board of Edmonton Street 
News Society since it was regis- 
tered in 2004. 

Designer Theresa 
McBryan sold Edmonton Spare 
Change from 1999 until 2002, 
and was involved as a writer as 
well as working part time asa 
distributor in the Spare Change 
office. She was one of the first 
board members of Edmonton 
Street News Society. 

John Zapantis, who is a 






Inernational Vendor Day — 2013 


writer and media relations co- 
ordinator for Alberta Street News 
was a writer and vendor for 
Edmonton Spare Change (Our 
Voice) and is a current writer 
and a vendor for Alberta Street 
News working with the paper in 
Morinville, Alberta. 

Vendors Angelique 
Branston, Rory Gaudon, Andie 
Wolf Leg, Robert Champion, and 
Harvey Laderoute regularly con- 
tribute stories to the paper. 
Robert Champion and Angelique 
Branston also work as satellite 
distributors making sure other 
vendors get their papers; Robert 
in Calgary and Angelique in 
Edmonton. 

Andie Wolf Leg represent- 
ed Alberta Street News at the 
2011 North American Street 


ay 


Harvey Laderoute — vendor, writer and board member, Angelique 

Branston, vendor, writer and board member, Dale Ferris, vendor, 

writer and former board member, and John Zapantis, media rela- 

tions coordinator, vendor and writer amt) 





Newspaper conference in 
Nashville, Tennessee, and 
Angelique Branston and ex-ven- 
dor Naomi Giroux attended the 
2013 International Network of 
Street Papers conference in 
Munich, Germany in July. 

Five of the current 11 
board members for the 
Edmonton Street News Society 
are current or ex-vendors — Linda 
Dumont, Angelique Branston, 
Harvey Laderoute, Andie Wolf 
Leg, and Naomi Giroux. Vendor 
Dale Ferris was on the board 
from 2004 to 2006, and ex-ven- 
dor and writer Peter Schultz was 
on the board from 2004 until 
2013. 

Other vendors occasionally 
contribute stories or poetry for 
publication. 


Calgary vendors 

Andie W.L., Rory Gaudon and re 
Robert Champion all write regu- 

larly for the paper. Here shown 

with editor Linda Dumont, and 

Pete, another Calgary vendor. 
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A not giving town 


Although it would appear 
that Calgarians are a giving peo- 
ple especially after the most 
recent flooding in June 2013 and 
the fact that they are usually 
pretty generous when it comes to 
donating to the local food bank. 
On the other hand when it comes 
to supporting a street paper not 
so much. In recent years my 
sales have dropped to less than 
half where they were about 18 
years ago and that was during a 
recessionary period. People 
seemed to be more giving. Today 
I see a lot of greed out there. 
People seem less willing to give to 
a worthy cause. 


So Alone 


People say ‘you are not 
alone’, so why do I feel that I 
am? Try coming back to an 
empty apartment day in and day 
out and say that you are not 
alone. Wouldn’t be so bad if I 
had a family that cared and we 
weren't so far away. I hate being 
alone after 35 plus years — that’s 
how long Lorna and I were 
together. Still, the thoughts of 
suicide roam through my head 
form time to time, it would be so 
easy to just end it, to rid the 
pain and why not? There is no 
one out there for me. I realize 
that now. For one thing look at 
my age — 62. Besides there is no 
one out there that I would be 
interested in. I hate being alone 
but I would be because Lorna 
was the only one for me. 


Why do people say one 
thing and do another 
2? 


They say, “Ill get a paper 
after the show” and when they 
get out a lot of times they side 
step me. Note — been selling vari- 
ous street papers outside the 
plaza theatre in North West 
Calgary since back in August, 
1995. “Yeah, we'll, have coffee, 
hang out, later,” Next day “Have 
to let you know.” Too busy. Come 
walk by and look the other way 
like I don’t exist, like I am invisi- 
ble. Comments like, “What kind 
of world do we live in?” I'd say a 
pretty screwed up one. Lastly, 
“Ill get a paper from you on the 
way back.” — Most times you 
never see them. 


We) oi Qossalors 


in Calgary 


Rob’s say of the day 


Be careful of who you hang 
out with. Be sure, make sure 
they're honest and sincere and 
not trying to rip you off. Life is 
too short to stay angry and mis- 
erable. Honest and true friends 
are hard to find. Once you do 
find them hold onto them. My 
one true love is gone. She’s ina 
better place. Hope to see her 
asap. Is there anyone out there 
for me? $100 question. 








Supporting vibrant diverse communities 
which promote local businesses, arts 


and culture. 


~ 


aD 


Creating a great city afi smart 
investment with infrastructure renewal and 
LRT expansion. 





Using local knowledge to build great 
communities. 





Does it matter 


Who would know? Who 
would care? 

Being alone at home very 
night by myself sometimes 
depressed,, it would be so easy to 
just call it quits. No one here to 
talk me out of ending my life. If 
people know how heart broken I 
am and how much I miss her, 
they might understand what I go 
through day after day, night after 
night. How I sometimes crave 


just to hear her voice. Sometimes 
I wonder who my real friends are 
and if they truly care about me. 


Dear Lorna XXXXX 


God took you away from me. 
1 Don’t understand why. Don’t 


~ know how I can go on without _ 


you or how much longer. I miss” 

you with all my heart. I’m totally 
devastated. It’s just too hard to 

be without you. You were a huge 
part of my life. I feel so em: 
and lost without you. No on 
ever or can ever replace y 
even come close. Meanwhile IL 
try to be as good a person and 
hopefully one day soon I can bi 
with you for eternity. Without 
you my life seems so empty 
my best to go on without ye 
world has been turned up 
down. There is only 
that I ever wanted to be wit 
that was you. I loved yo 
still do. How can I make 
world without you in it? 























* Catholic Social Services 


e Edmonton Social Planning Council 
Faculty of Social Work 


e Small business owner in 
private practice 





i 


e Researcher 


ERVING OUR COMMUNITY 


* Edmonton Community Adult 
Learners Association 


¢ Families First Edmonton 
¢ Glenrose Hospital 
¢ Schoo! Volunteer 
e Parkallen Soccer Coach 


DoLe EAMILY 


ROOTS IN 
EDMONTON 


Richard and Kathaleen raised their children, 
Antoine, Kate and Brenndan in Parkallen. 


FeehanWard10.ca 
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